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understand his powers and share his disappointments.
She liked him beSt and partnered him moSt adequately
when he was gay and amusing and eager for company
and display; wherefore her favourite remedy for his
periods of despondency (a remedy she regularly
applied until, frightened by the household's prodi-
gality, she made her brief but soon interrupted Stand
for economy) was to Stimulate him to some new
dissipation or extravagance. This, while it laSted,
certainly drove his troubles from his head; but when
it was over they returned in double Strength. His
mother was equally unsuited to share either his
enthusiasms or his despairs. Her rather rigid prin-
ciples, combined with much pride of purse and
family, made it impossible for her to judge her son's
adtions except by her own Standards of dignity and
propriety. If he fell below those Standards, she was
displeased and showed displeasure in the way moSt
natural to her by cutting off supplies; if he rose to
those Standards (or even excelled them), she assessed
his achievement by the amount of favour shown to it
by the aristocratic world, and praised him less for
what he had done than for its success.

So it was that Bulwer in his private life had no
real refuge from the world, no one to whom he could
turn with a certainty of receiving, if not applause, at
leaSt a sympathetic understanding. In consequence,
when he came home or went to see his mother he
merely exchanged one mask for another; and so
continued, until his nerves became so taut that they
could bear the Strain no longer. Then he broke out
againSt Rosina. But the breach with his wife, though
it relieved the pain, did not remove it. Nothing could
remove it altogether. To the end of his life he was
a tortured soul beneath a mask of weary dignity; and
although in these early days the mask was foppishly
conceited rather than dignified, the soul was already
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